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had finished talking to him about the tobacconist, the
pair of them were in the private bar of the White Horse
across the road and had two glasses of bitter placed in
front of them.
Mr. Smeeth had not been in this bar since that night,
two or three months before, when Mr. Golspie took him
in, gave him a double whisky and a cigar, and talked
about the business. It was still as cosy as ever, but this
time it was not so quiet. It was entirely dominated by
a-large man with an enormous red face, who roared and
spluttered and coughed and wheezed very loudly at his
two companions, men of ordinary size, who could only
make ordinary noises back at him. All conversation in
the bar was provided with a thundering accompaniment
by this large man. There was no escaping him,
"You see, Turgis," said Mr. Smeeth, "I thought I'd
better have a little talk to you? because, for one thing,
I've been noticing a few little things myself, and for
another thing, Mr. Dersingham's been saying something
to me about you. If you remember, I said something
when we had a little talk a month or two ago/'
"I remember that, Mr, Smeeth. When you said they'd
been thinking of giving me the push."
'That's right. Well, Mr. Dersingham talked to me
about you this morning—rather in the same strain,
Turgis, and I said I'd have a talk to you."
"But what have I done wrong?" cried Turgis bitterly.
"Why's he always picking on me? I do my work all
right, don't I? You've never said anything about it to
me, Mr. Smeeth. Seems to me they want to get rid of
me whether I've done anything wrong or not—"
"Outch-ch-ch-ch," went the large man. "Wait a
minute, Charlie, wait a minute, let me tell it. Oh dear,

